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PREFACE 

IT  is,  I  think,  not  unusual  in  people  of  talent  to 
doubt  of  their  own  abilities.  Certainly  it  is  so  in 
the  sphere  of  the  arts. 

The  writer  of  these  haunting  little  verses  was  always 
uncertain  of  her  poetic  talent. 

She  wrote  so  little  in  verse  that  the  fetters  of  metre 
perhaps  weighed  a  little  on  her  pen:  but  they  left  her 
spirit  singularly  free. 

A  well-known — perhaps  the  most  individual  of  our 
critics — has  seen  "  a  wildness,  a  fineness  of  consuming 
feeling  "  in  her  verse,  which  "  has  haunted  his  memory." 

It  is  indeed  strange  and  very  sadly  fanciful,  and  seems 
to  me  the  highest  expression  of  her  character  and  genius. 

I  have  colleded  these  few  poems — would  that  she 
had  had  the  confidence  to  write  many  more — knowing 
that  her  friends  will  value  them. 

It  is  at  once  the  portion  and  the  privilege  of  intro- 
spedtive  and  retiring  natures  to  have  few  friends,  but 
to  keep  those  few  throughout  life. 

The  writer  was  no  exception  to  the  rule,  and  it  is  to 
the  small  circle  of  her  intimates  that  I  dedicate  this  little 
book. 

R.  B.  CUNNINGHAME  GrAHAM. 


RHYMES  FROM  A  WORLD 

UNKNOWN 


A  CROW'S  FLIGHT 

AN  IMPRESSION 

Fly  swift  and  straight,  fly  swift  and  straight. 
Wheel  up  into  the  light  with  breast  and  wing  elate; 
Surge  down  into  the  deeps  where  the  cloud  shadow  creeps, 

For  Spring  is  warm  and  strong, 

The  days  are  long. 

Fly  swift  and  straight. 

Into  the  seas  of  light,  hilarious  with  delight, 

High  o'er  the  budding  oak,  wing  it  with  mighty  flight. 

High  over  pastures  dun  where  streamlets  just  begun 

Dance  sparkling  in  the  sun, — 

A  shadow  on  the  green, 

A  phantom  in  the  stream, 

Swift  passing  as  a  dream. 

Fly  swift  and  straight,  fly  swift  and  straight. 

The  wind  moans  in  the  oaks;  let  not  thy  speed  abate  ; 

With  steady  beat  and  swing,  plough  it  with  quivering  wing 

O'er  chill  sedge-margined  lake 

And  leafless  brake, 

Under  the  moon's  pale  face, 

Pursue  thy  homeward  race. 
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A  CROW'S  FLIGHT 

And  in  thy  nest  at  night,  swayed  by  the  crooning  breeze, 
Dreamst  thou  of  endless  space,  unfathomable  seas; 
Thy  breast  opprest  with  vague  unrest 
Like  some  bold  seaman  on  the  shore, 
Content  the  night,  but  swift  to  rise, 
Eager  for  morn's  proud  enterprise. 


MY  GRAVE 

Oh  !  for  the  isles  of  the  enchanted  sea. 
Cut  sheer  the  cables,  set  the  brave  skifF  free, 
Farewell  to  oceans  wild,  and  waves'  white  crest 
Swinging  the  salt  foam  over  us  in  fearful  unrest! 

Farewell  ye  skies  of  lead,  and  leaden  seas, 

Farewell  the  anguish  and  the  terror  of  the  midnight  breeze 

Alive  with  the  clangour  of  dead  men's  cries 

Borne  from  the  bottom  of  the  deep  in  fitful  sighs. 

Oh  !  for  the  isles  of  the  enchanted  sea, 
Where  the  palm  roots  lave  in  the  kissing  wave, 
And  the  sands  gleam  gold  as  if  no  man's  grave 
Lay  silent  and  lonely  'neath  cloudless  sky. 
Girt  in  by  blue  Immensity. 

Farewell  to  the  ocean's  toss  and  gloom 

The  dead  man's  tomb  and  the  living  man's  doom. 

Farewell  to  the  voices  of  many  seas 

Which  wail,  shriek,  howl  in  the  tortured  breeze. 

For  me  the  Isles  of  the  enchanted  sea. 

The  enchanted  sea  where  my  grave  shall  be  ! 


THE  KEY 

Thoughts  moiling  and  toiling  in  the  depths  of  me, 
Dreams  of  sweet  passion,  ecstasies  of  phantasy, 
Where  is  the  golden  key  to  set  them  free? 
Never  to  be  freed — never  to  leave  me  ! 
Fast  prisoned  by  a  law  which  weighs  on  me  ! 

Not  so:  Death  has  a  leaden  key — 

Not  gold  nor  chrysolite,  but  still  a  key 

And  this  will  set  both  me  and  my  thoughts  free. 

Yes;  I  shall  live  in  the  wild  wind's  sobs 

The  tree  as  it  blossoms  shall  count  my  throbs, 

I  shall  soar  through  the  air  on  wild  birds'  wings, 

I  shall  see  the  heights  and  depths  of  things. 


THE  LEGACY 

What  shall  I  leave  behind  me,  what  ? 
Great  fame,  honour  untarnished,  brave  renown? 
No!  yet  these,  too,  lay  in  the  lap  of  Time, 
But  Chance  or  Fate  required  them  not! 

Whene'er  it  be  I  lay  me  down 

I  would  that  some  faint  note  of  mine 

May  echo  in  another's  heart  and  fill  it  with  its  chime. 

Some  note  that  shows  I  lived  as  well  as  he. 
That  noontide  flush  was  sweet  to  me. 
The  swelling  bosoms  of  the  clouds  at  eve, 
The  blush  of  rose,  the  fine  young  grass, 
The  little  birds'  faint  melody 
When  winter  dies  away  to  spring. 

Some  note  to  show  I  loved  and  suffered  too  like  him. 
Loved  in  much  pain — sought  God  through  sorrow  dim, 
But  bright  before  me  ever  saw 
The  Glory  of  his  Raiment  trail  o'er  the  darkened  floor. 

So  shall  I  leave  my  legacy  to  men — 

One  feeble  note — one  only — then 

Shall  I  die  content; 

And  when  the  veil  of  Life  is  Rent, 

Then  shall  the  Darkness  here  turn  to  Light, 


A  PRAYER 

On  the  ashes  of  myself  may  I  be  helped  to  rise; 

Through  pain  and  sorrow  saints  have  stormed  the  skies ; 

Winnowed  the  wheat  from  chaff,  searched  through  by  fire 

Then  shall  I  hear  the  first  strains  of  the  mystic  lyre 

They  heard  before :  O  Lord,  the  night  is  dark 

But  still  before  me  gleams  the  golden  spark, 

The  Star  that  shines  on  grief:  I  wander  far  astray, 

O  God !  my  Hope,  stretch  forth  thy  hand  and  help  me  to  obey. 


THE  FAREWELL 

Good-bye!  is  it?  Will  you  not  stop  awhile, 

Look  up  into  my  face  and  smile 

The  wonted  tender  smile  of  love? 

Best  it  be  spoken  once  for  all, 

Best  let  the  past  go  by  beyond  recall, 

So  lightly  do  I  press  your  glove! 

The  door  is  shut,  the  glamour  of  your  eyes  is  gone 

I  and  the  Past  are  left  alone — 

I  end  the  heartache  you  have  made ! 

Oh !  shut  the  door  on  me  and  pain  ? 

Would  I  could  see  your  eyes  again ! 

But  would  the  agony  be  stayed  ? 


A  MOUNTAIN  STREAM 

Born  of  the  fountains 
That  gush  in  the  mountains, 
I  cower  through  mosses, 
Emerald  bosses. 
To  waterfall  tosses. 
I  dance  down  in  spray 
I  lower  in  deeps 
Where  the  gray  fish  leaps 
And  the  crag  shadows  fall 
Like  a  funeral  pall. 

The  sky  is  mine, 

I  mirror  her  shine, 

I  the  possessor, 

I  so  far  the  lesser, 

I  take  her  Immensity 

Rcfleft  her  identity, 

And  laugh  up  in  glee. 

I  wrinkle  my  face 

In  the  moon's  sad  grace  ; 

I  dance  with  the  stars 

Across  the  rock  bars. 

I  play  with  the  sedges 
Which  nod  from  the  ledges, 
I  rock  them  to  sleep 
When  the  thunder  deep 
Sweeps  down  the  glen. 
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A  MOUNTAIN  STREAM 

Loudly  defiant, 

Madly  reliant, 

I  echo  the  crashes 

Image  the  flashes — 

My  lips  foam  froth 

At  the  Storm  Fiend's  wrath. 

'Mid  summer  langours 
And  jjealing  clangours, 
In  all  I  find  grace 
To  run  my  race 
Bold,  wild,  and  free, 
To  the  measureless  sea; 
There  in  the  Ocean 
Of  its  wild  commotion, 
My  secret  is  kept 
By  God  and  me. 


AVILA  CATHEDRAL 

Quarry  the  stone  and  heave  it  up,  Bias,  Pedro,  Juanito,  Gil; 
Let  the  sweat  roll  down,  but  work  with  a  will. 
Let  the  axes  cut  deep  and  the  hammers  clang, 
For  the  Devil  is  watching  us,  lips  curled  o'er  fang. 

And  the  great  cranes  creak  and  the  stones  are  placed. 
Which  Pedro,  Bias,  Juan,  they  quarried  and  faced. 
And  the  pile  rises  higher  day  by  day, 
Tower,  pillar,  arch,  and  deep-mouthed  bay — 

Till  the  Devil  is  cast  from  one  more  space ; 
Let's  jeer  and  spit  on  his  grinning  face  ! 
See  on  the  gargoyle  where  he  leers 
The  filthy  ape  with  owlish  ears ! 

Grim,  stern,  defying  the  Devil  and  Time 
Ages  have  melted  like  hoar  frost  rime. 
Since  on  Bishop  and  Knight  and  old-world  folk 
The  Cathedral's  first  glitt'ring  splendour  broke. 

The  knight  is  stretched  on  his  marble  tomb 
Awaiting  wide-eyed  the  crack  of  Doom  ; 
His  armour  all  buckled,  plumed  helm  at  his  feet. 
Mailed  hand  on  his  sword,  his  Master  to  meet. 

The  rainbow  glows  from  the  window  creep 
O'er  Bishop's  pale  brow,  with  care  furrowed  deep, 
O'er  cope,  sandals,  mitre,  episcopal  ring, 
And  two  fingers  raised  in  the  aft  of  blessing. 
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AVILA  CATHEDRAL 

But  Bias,  Pedro,  Gil,  and  Juanito  stout 

Who  watered  each  stone  with  brow-sweat  and  raised  such  a  shout 
As  they  laid  it,  not  one  line  out,  but  straight  to  the  square. 
And  swung  it  with  pride  to  its  resting-place  there ! 

What  of  them  ?  Their  stout  muscles  and  frames  have  rotted  to  dust, 
They  did  their  work  well,  as  good  men  must. 
Where  lies  their  dust  then,  and  where  their  bones? 
Ah!  for  that  my  friend,  ask  the  Stones  of  the  Stones! 
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DESPAIR 

Where  in  this  Universe  of  Things 

Is  the  Pillar  of  my  Trust? 

Each  day  to  wav'ring  brain  new  terror  brings, 

And  yet  I  cannot  crumble  into  dust. 

Gleaming  amidst  the  sands  of  deserts  pale 
It  rears  its  awful  crest: 
Oh !  could  my  prayers,  my  cries  avail 
From  it  some  voice  to  wrest. 

A  crawling  thing  I  creep  to  base, 
I  clasp  it  with  my  hands. 
The  tears  stream  down  my  livid  face, 
I  clutch  the  burning  sands. 

Oh!   thing  of  marble,  canst  thou  feel 
The  spirit's  awful  war, 
The  horror  sets  an  instant  seal 
On  brow  serene  before. 

Oh !   Flay  me,  tear  me,  rack  me  joint  from  joint, 
I'll  suffer  it  and  smile — this  is  not  pain, 
But  Hell-fire  in  my  brain  at  scorching  point. 
This  drags  me  to  my  knees,  in  vain. 

The  tremor  of  a  gnat's  wing  is  but  naught. 

But  may  mean  life  or  death  to  gnat; 

It  comforts  not  to  know  that  Pharaohs  fought. 

And  dead  men's  bones  line  thick  the  vale  of  Josaphat. 
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DESPAIR 

To-morrow  I  with  them,  to-day  I  reign 
Reign  by  the  virtue  of  my  soul's  command, 
This  life-blood  torturing  heart  and  brain, 
These  tears  that  melt  the  sand. 

No  answer?  Must  I  wait 
Until  I  lie  as  cold  and  still  as  thou? 
Then  shall  I  know  the  secret  of  my  Fate  ? 
The  mystery  darkening  o'er  my  brow  ? 

Thou  cold  abomination — marble  lie! 
Receiving  all,  and  giving  back  to  none! 
What  matters  it  to  thee  what  race  live  and  die. 
If  thou  each  dawn  art  flushed  by  ruddy  sun! 

A  mortal's  prayer — a  mortal's  grief? 

A  Mortal?  atom  in  the  vast  ill-smelling  heap, 

Which  cumbers  for  a  moment  brief 

The  Earth  before  she  falls  to  sleep 

At  night.    To-morrow  other  atoms  take  their  place — 
Why  heed  their  senseless  woes? 

What  matters  it  that  written  face  succeeds  to  written  face? 
What  matters  it  their  throes? 
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THE  PROMISE 
To 

Love,  when  I  am  dead,  I  shall  not  be  very  far, 

I  will  peep  in  at  your  window,  a  faint  white  star ; 

Or  when  the  wind  arises — see  the  cedar  tips — 

They'll  be  my  ghost-like  fingers  seeking  for  your  lips. 

I'll  wrest  the  coffin  lid  and  speed  me  from  my  lair, 

You'll  feel  the  aura. of  my  presence  steal  softly  through  your  hair. 

Forgotten,  unforgetting — for  you  I  cannot  die, 

Nor  you  for  me — We've  drunk  too  deep  Love's  Immortality. 
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OVID'S  METAMORPHOSES 

Enchanted  country  where  my  soul  walks  bright  and  free, 

The  vestiture  of  flesh  stripped  off,  in  golden  sandluary; 

Strange,  lovely  landscape  full  of  sunlit  springs 

And  drowsy,  soundless  hum  of  happy  wings; 

Green  glades  of  fadeless  turf  and  flowers 

Which  know  no  change,  no  passage  of  the  hours. 

Shrined  round  by  antique  trees  that  ne'er  grow  old, 

Which,  in  their  moss-grown  arms,  this  place  of  blessedness  enfold. 

Where  is  this  country?  In  brief  prismatic  gleams 

The  earth  somewhat  reflefts  back  Glory's  beams, 

But  transiently,  as  shivered  crystal  here  and  there 

Gives  forth  some  thin  cold  ray  to  cheat  despair. 

Locked  in  its  jasper  gates,  it  lies  serene. 

True  Form  of  Loveliness,  wrapt  in  mid-day  sheen. 

Inalienable  possession  of  the  soul — her  kingdom  fair, 

Far  from  the  mists  and  vapours  of  terrenal  care; 

Crowned  with  a  starry  diadem  of  light, 

She  walks  where  tempests  sob  not — where  is  no  night ; 

The  real,  a  lie — the  unreal  the  living  Truth 

Seen  in  the  unveiled  splendour  of  immortal  youth. 

Oh!  let  me  swiftly  seek  these  priceless  bowers 

And  roses  shut  me  in,  and  slender  flowers 

Watch  Dian,  panting  stand  amidst  the  glades. 

And  nymphs  immortal  gleam  through  darkling  shades. 

Death — what  is  Death,  old  age  Decay? 

No  chilling  blast  disturbs  one  leaf's  array. 

Here  let  me  live  and  steep  me  in  Delight ! 

Away  !  Away  !   the  world  of  men  and  things  of  sight ! 


SONGS  BETWEEN  THE  SOUL  AND  THE  SPOUSE 

Spouse 
Where,  then,  didst  thou  hide 
Beloved  one,  leaving  me  to  groan? 
Why  fled'st  thou  like  the  roe 
From  me,  by  thee  deep  pierced  to  the  heart ; 
I  went  me  forth  to  call  thee  back,  and  thou  wast  gone ! 

O  Shepherds,  ye  who  herd  your  flocks 

Where  on  the  heights  your  folds  are  seen. 

If  ye  perchance  should  see 

The  one  I  best  do  love, 

Oh!  Say  I  grieve,  I  weep,  I  die. 

O  Woods  and  boscage  thick, 
Which  my  Beloved's  hand  did  plant, 
O  meadow,  where  the  vernal  grass 
Is  jewelled  with  a  thousand  flowers, 
Oh  tell  me  if  through  you  he  passed. 

Forth  he  did  shed  a  stream  of  graces  rare, 
As,  swiftly  fleeting  through  the  groves. 
He  cast  on  them  his  glance. 
His  form  alone  did  leave  them  clad 
In  raiment  of  his  shining  beauty. 
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THE  SOUL  AND  THE  GUIDE 

Guide    Oh  come !   the  way  is  harsh  and  cold 

The  night  is  very  dark ;  there  is  no  star 

Save  that  alight  and  glowing  in  thy  breast,  be  bold! 

Oh  come !   thy  hand  in  mine,  we'll  start — 'tis  far. 

Soul      How  black  the  night!  What  shuddering  fears! 
How  lone  I  am  !  What  deserts  drear  ! 

Guide    Nay  come  !  We're  on  a  golden  quest,  dry  up  thy  tears ; 
Arise  !   Crush  down,  surmount  thy  fear ! 

0  lose  not  heart ;  the  Dawn  shall  break  o'er  cedar  tops, 
The  Mount  of  Myrrh  shall  glad  thy  sight. 

Soul      My  hands  are  torn ;  I  lose  my  way  in  this  rude  copse 
Where  Moon  nor  Stars  shed  any  gladsome  Light. 

Guide    Oh  frail  of  purpose !  weak  of  heart ! 
Lean  all  thy  weight  on  me ! 
'Tis  not  a  road  of  Ease,  this  Bitter  Path 
This  road  of  Agony  ! 
Wait,  only  wait,  canst  thou  not  wait? 
Is  this  thy  Faith,  is  this  thy  Love? 
Seek'st  thou  the  Candle  Light  as  still  of  late 
Blind  to  the  Beam  that  trembles  up  above? 

Soul      Naught  do  I  see  in  these  black  deeps 
Which  crush  me  down  with  woe, 

1  tell  thee  I'll  go  back,  for  Heaven's  sleeps, 
The  God  there  is  my  foe ! 
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THE  SOUL  AND  THE  GUIDE 

Guide    Not  so,  poor  Soul,  thou  canst  not  now  return 
Thou  must  go  forward  with  me — so — 

Soul       What  veil  is  torn— whence  comes  this  glimmering  Light? 
Stronger  it  grows  ;  Ah,  Joy  ! 
Is  it  the  night  gives  power  to  discern? 
Stronger  and  stronger  from  highest  Heaven  it  streams. 
Full  of  faint  forms. 
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DAWN  IN  THE  ALBARRACIN 

AN  IMPRESSION 

Ah  ghosts — unloose  me!  gray-mantled,  take  your  flight 
With  all  the  rumours,  sighings,  rustles  of  the  night; 
See  !  The  light  creeping — spreading  pale  fingers  wide 
To  clutch  thy  shadows,  Night,  and  tear  them  from  my  side. 

Oh !  but  the  light  has  sent  a  fear — a  chill 
Through  heart  of  sombre  tree,  the  river  felt  the  thrill ; 
'Tis  as  if  Nature  shrank  at  the  touch  of  day. 
Welcomed  with  tremors,  light,  in  fear,  bade  night  away. 

Light  into  darkness!  yet  darkness  into  light 
Betwixt  a  dim  mysterious  moment  quick  in  flight 
Birth,  Death  of  World  and  Man  and  all  that  lies  between 
The  wavering  mockery  of  a  twilight  dream. 
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OH  THIS  STRANGE  INNER  SOUL  LIFE 

I 

Oh  this  strange  inner  soul  life 

Unseen,  unknown  of  some, 

When  silent  and  forlorn  with  soundless  steps 

It  treads  the  dark  abyss  of  air 

Suspended,  wondering,  all  motion  checked 

It  looks  around,  above,  and  naught  that  was  is  there. 

II 

Naught  but  itself  and  gloom  profound. 

Naught  but  abyss  and  quenchless  woe, 

In  that  so  long  a  slave  to  flesh  it  was, 

Flesh  that  has  whelmed  it  in  this  Dark  Despair. 

Where  now  the  World  of  Men,  the  golden  chains  that  bound  it  fast  f 

Here  no  golden  rivets  chink:  no  sweet  face  lures  a  snare, 

Here  the  Soul  alone  is  bound  to  her  despair. 
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DISILLUSION 

1  LOVED  you — but  was  it  you  I  loved— the  radiance  from  within  your 

soul  ? 
Or  did  I,  dared  by  lips  and  eyes,  myself  create  the  wondrous  whole? 
'Twas  1  that  loved  you  with  my  soul,  'twas  I  that  cast 
The  magic,  raised  the  glamour  like  a  mist — and  now  'tis  past. 

0  Love,  you  cannot  give  what  is  not  yours.    A  stone  can  give  no 

bread ! 
On  husks  the  swine  left,  outcast  from  my  Father's  doors  I  fed ; 
And  yet,  why  blame  you?  but  the  frail  uncertain  type  you  were 
Of  the  idea — the  glimpse  of  angel's  wings — the  radiance  fair 
Sought  by  True  Lovers  beyond    all  Time  and  Worlds:    the  ring 

wherein  I  placed 
The  Diamond  I  myself  had  cut  and  chased 

To  answer  needs  of  mine:  Farewell  then,  sweet  and  empty  shrine, 
Ere  disillusion  bitters  in  my  mouth  like  brine. 
The  whited  sepulchre  so  fair  to  see 
So  full  of  dust  and  silence,  blank  obscurity. 

1  sit  amid  the  tombs — amongst  the  dead, 

I  wear  the  sackcloth — sprinkle  ashes  on  my  head. 
To  finer  issues  must  the  Soul  attuned  be 
Beyond  all  wrecks  of  Love  she  sees  Eternity. 
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OUT  OF  THE  GLOOM  OF  SHADOWS 


Out  of  the  gloom  of  shadows  my  spirit  upward  flies 
Like  a  faint  luminous  star  lost  in  the  sky, 
Upwards  to  knock  at  the  doors  of  Truth  and  God. 

II 

Spurning  all  vain  religion — all  shadows  of  Christ  and  Church — 

That  flit  o'er  the  minds  of  worms  and  chain  them  in  mist, 

In  the  faint  narrow  walls  of  a  prison  into  which  light  never  bursts. 

Ill 

Flocks  of  men  in  you  are  prisoned,  the  spark  of  spiritual  God 
Which  groans  in  rags  and  in  anguish  and  suffers  hunger  and  cold. 
Ye  stand  on  the  shores  of  an  infinite  sea — the  sea  of  light 
And  yet  with  clouds  and  vapours  and  dimness  you  cover  the  spirits' 
sight. 

IV 
The  Spirit  which  burns  and  struggles  ever  to  be  free, 
That  is  happy  in  good — in  doing  in  evil  misery. 

Can  you  not  see  that  no  thought  of  man  can  pierce  the  cloud? 
That  no  dogma — no  words  can  express  the  Infinite  Good? 

V 

In  the  visions  of  these  whose  Spirits  burn  with  a  clearer  flame. 
Some  visions  foretaste,  some  tender,  slight,  lost  at  once  in  the  bare 

gloom  of  life 
Hope  of  the  infinite  future  no  tongue  can  express, 
Hopes  of  release  of  glory  away  from  this  tomb. 
All  tending  to  Ultimate  Good. 
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THE  WIND'S  WILD  RACE 

I 

The  wind's  wild  race 

Under  Heaven's  face, 

Has  tattered  the  trees  on  the  mountains. 

Through  lone  sea  caves, 

O'er  churchyard  graves, 

Scowling  at  rivers  and  fountains. 

II 

Thy  ominous  sighing  appals  the  dying. 
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WHERE  SHALL  MY  GRAVE  BE? 

I 

Where  shall  my  grave  be  ? 

In  the  bottomless  depths  of  the  booming  sea, 

My  mourner  the  spray  as  it  dashes 

In  sunlight  or  moonlight  flashes, 

Through  cave  where  no  man  has  been, 

'Gainst  rock  that  no  eve  has  seen. 

II 

Oh,  say,  shall  I  pillow  my  head  ? 

(No,  the  soft  brown  earth  is  a  warmer  pillow  !) 

Oh,  say,  shall  I  be  laid, 

'Midst  the  tangled  roots  of  a  beechen  glade  ? 
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OH,  IF  THERE  ARE  BEAUTEOUS 
BEINGS  OF  AIR! 


I 

I 


Oh,  if  there  are  beauteous  beings  of  air 

Unseen  by  me,  but  always  there, 

Unsubstantial,  lovely,  yet  pitying,  oh 

Let  them  come  near,  to  a  mortal  strife, 

With  the  breath  of  their  spirit  wings  stir  my  hair; 

Kiss  me,  and  lull  me,  and  squeeze  out  of  my  heart 

All  that  remains  to  me  of  life  ! 

II 
To  what  then  do  I  pray?  To  a  Christian  God 
Or  to  an  Eternal  beauty  and  truth  departed  long,  but  in  very  sooth 
Around  and  about  me  in  watches  of  night, 
When  tears  unchallenged  well  deep  from  the  heart. 

Ill 

Perhaps  to  another  self  of  me, 

A  being  pure,  just  and  free. 

Freed  from  chains  of  mortality; 

Oh  come,  sweet  spirit,  comfort  me. 

Let  lips  cling  to  lips  until  life  is  sucked  out. 

Let  cold  hands  on  my  failing  heart. 

And  with  a  chill  cold  smile 

Watch  the  chains  unloose 

Of  this  sepulchre  of  flesh  which  shall  set  me  free 

To  wander  the  realms  of  air  with  thee  ! 
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I 

Tell  me  !  what  is  death  ? 

Does  the  soul  go  out  through  parted  lips, 

In  the  quiver  of  a  dream  ? 

Does  Unseen  Mercy  waft  it  through  the  Dark  ? 

Or  at  a  moment's  bidding 

Does  Earth  and  Darkness  change  to  Light? 

II 

Light  that  no  human  eyes  can  see 
Before  the  Veil  is  rent, 
The  veil  that  hides  the  deep  abyss 
Whence  man's  thought  shrinks  aghast! 

Ill 

Oh,  does  that  great  Essence 

Absorb  deep  into  itself 

One  worthy  soul  whose  deeds  were  light? 

Does  memory  live  of  things  of  Earth,  its  wrongs  and  woes, 

Or  is  it  all  forgotten  in  that  great  light? 

A  quiver,  a  pang,  and  the  soul  goes  out. 
Light  comes  through  the  windows. 
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FROM  THE  SPANISH  OF  BECQUER 

I 

And  there  surrounded  with  the  clods  of  earth 
With  yellow  candles  and  funereal  cloths. 

As  the  last  bell  rang  for  prayers  for  souls  in  pain 
An  old  bent  woman  rose,  her  last  prayer  ended, 
And  crossed  the  nave:  the  great  doors  groaned, 
And  the  holy  place  was  left  alone. 

II 

From  the  pendulum  of  a  clock  was  heard  the  regular  beat, 
And  the  hiss  of  the  candles  as  they  burned  out  and  died, 
So  fearsome  and  sad,  so  dark  and  dreary  was  all  around 
That  I  could  not  help  but  think 
"  My  God,  how  lonely  rest  the  dead !  " 

III 

They  closed  the  still  wide-open  eyes. 
They  covered  up  the  face  with  linen  white. 
And  some  with  sobs,  in  silence  others, 
They  left  the  Dead  alone. 

IV 

The  light  which  in  a  lamp  burned  on  the  ground 
Threw  on  the  wall  the  shadow  of  the  bed, 
And  in  that  shadow  now  and  then 
The  rigid  outline  of  that  Form  was  seen. 
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FROM  THE  SPANISH  OF  BECQUER 


V 


The  day  woke  up,  and  at  the  light  of  dawn 
The  city  woke  up  with  a  thousand  sounds. 
Before  that  contrast  of  life,  and  mysteries 
Of  light  and  darkness,  I  thought  a  moment 
"  My  God,  how  lonely  rest  the  dead!  " 

VI 

From  the  steep  bell  tower  the  tongue  of  iron 
To  It  gave  the  last  farewell. 
And  friends  and  relatives  in  black  defile 
Accompanied  It,  once  more. 

VII 

The  last  dark  narrow  refuge,  the  gridaxe  opens 

And  in  the  niche  they  lay  It,  soon  to  be  covered  up  from  sight 

The  gravemaker  shoulders  his  pick  and  in  the  distance 

Is  heard  the  hum  of  his  song  as  he  goes. 

VIII 

Night  was  coming  on,  and  silence  reigned. 
Lost  in  the  shadows  I  groaned  in  grief 
"My  God,  how  lonely  rest  the  poor  dead!  " 

IX 

In  the  long  nights  of  the  icy  winter, 

When  the  wind  makes  the  boards  to  creak 

As  if  stealthy  footsteps  walked  across. 

And  beats  the  heavy  rain  on  the  window  panes. 

Of  the  poor  lonely  Thing  I  think  alone  in  silence. 

X 

There  falls  the  rain  with  an  eternal  beat, 

And  there  the  icy  wind  blows  without  remorse : 
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FROM  THE  SPANISH  OF  BECQUER 

Stretched  in  that  hollow  niche 

Perhaps  those  dead  bones  freeze  up  with  cold. 

XI 

Does  the  dust  return  to  dust,  flees  the  soul  to  the  Heavens  above, 
Is  all  vile  matter  ashes  and  cinders?  I  know  not; 
But  something  there  is  that  makes  us  loath  and  sad 
To  leave  so  sad  and  lonely  the  poor  dead. 
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THE  CLAMOUR  IS  GREAT 

I 

The  clamour  is  great ;  my  rude  attempt  but  vain, 
My  life  a  dreary  blank  and  utter  pain ; 
I  stand  alone  upon  the  great  seashore  of  time, 
One  Soul  amongst  the  millions. 

II 

The  rude  and  clamorous  sounds  die  far  away. 
The  roar  of  passions  stilled  and  giving  way  to-day. 
The  world  exists  no  more;  even  ignoble  self  at  rest. 
The  mind  is  quiet,  peaceful,  and  at  rest. 

Ill 

My  ear  hears  from  afar — from  very  far — 
Those  harmonies  which  come  from  some  near  star, 
Those  wavering  voices,  in  the  dust  and  strife  not  heard. 
Here  in  the  quiet  peace,  a  swell  of  harmony. 

IV 

The  mind  at  rest  and  peace — what  better  than  this 
To  the  poor  soul  tortured  with  .  .  .  [cavillings]. 
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A  WOMAN  RESTS 


I 


A  WOMAN  rests  upon  the  worn  steps  of  the  close  shut  convent  gates 

As  if  for  them  to  open  to  her;  as  the  hours  pass  she  waits, 

And  on  the  balcony  of  the  house  is  fixed  her  feverish  eye 

As  if  for  some  well-known  form  to  come  and  find  her  crouching  nigh. 

II 

The  dry  and  clouded  afternoon  wears  into  night, 

And,  all  oblivious  of  the  gathering  storm. 

Still  may  be  seen  that  bent,  expeftant  form, 

But  in  the  balcony  is  seen  no  light  nor  living  being, 

And  in  the  narrow  street  .  .  . 
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YES  !   THE  GOLDEN  HOURS  HAVE  PASSED 

I 

Yes!    The  golden  hours  have  passed,  and  on  their  wings 
Have  borne  into  space  the  love  which,  like  a  sunbeam, 
Turned  to  quivering  gold  the  former  dead  and  unresponsive  things- 
The  grayness  quenched  the  lingering,  happy  gleam. 

n 
I  cannot  follow  that  bright,  bright  beam, 
Gone  with  the  glories  of  a  vanished  dream; 
Impalpable,  tremulous  it  hovered  o'er  my  life, 
Flickered  once  feebly  and  went  out  in  strife. 

Ill 

The  darkness  grows  and  grows  around. 

The  subtle  music  changed  to  erratic,  confused  sound. 

The  light  wanes  feeble — 
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FRAGMENT 
I 

Will  the  green  grain  wave  careless  in  the  spring, 
And  'mongst  the  brake  and  heather  merry  water  sing, 
But  in  my  heart  black  sorrow? 
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A  PICTURE 

I 

In  the  open  casement  of  a  Gothic  window 

Stands  a  woman  fair  to  see, 

Her  eyes  wandering  vaguely  o'er  the  landscape,  wistfully. 

II 

Roses!   Roses!   Crown  her  with  roses! 
Throw  them  at  her  feet  in  reckless,  bewildering  posies ! 
Drown  her  in  fragrant  smell,  steep  her  in  colours, 
With  voices  in  low  cadence  seek  to  lull  her. 

Glorious  queen !    Queen  of  the  roses ! 
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WHY  BOAST  OF  THESE  VAINGLORIES? 

I 

Why  boast  of  these  vainglories,  flowers 

Born  to  enlighten  some  brief  and  passing  hours? 

Thy  birth  dates  from  the  rising  of  the  sun, 

The  shadows  of  the  night  will  find  thy  brief  life  done! 

II 

But  yesterday  a  gleaming,  shone  that  flower 

Which,  beauty  vanished,  she  with  grief  and  shame  doth  cower. 

So  quickly  withered  and  so  lately  born, 

The  brilliant  pearl  of  one  bright  morn  ! 

Ill 

But  yesterday  a  star  of  living  red  amongst  the  new  sweet  grass, 
To-day  down-trodden  by  a  careless  foot,  at  best  a  withered  mass. 
O  flowers!  a  flower  is  happiness,  and  life  a  flow'r — 
We  too  are  creatures  of  a  longer  hour ! 
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IN  A  GARDEN  FAIR 
I 

In  a  garden  fair 

The  daughters  of  the  dawn 

Await  the  roses  blowing. 

II 

In  a  garden  sweet  fair  flowers  of  the  dawn 

Await  the  rose's  birth, 

A  canopy  of  lustrous  green  enshrouds  her  fairy  form, 

And  heads  graceful  nodding 

Welcome  her  to  Earth. 
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ON  THE  TERRACE  STEPS 

On  the  terrace  steps  I  read  a  quaint  old  book 

In  Spanish  leather  bound,  and  bearing  marks  of  dim  antiquity; 

The  yellow  pages  turned  by  long  since  mouldered  fingers. 

II 
And  as  I  read  this  comedy  of  life 
The  fingers  pass  as  pass  they  did  before  thine  eyes  who  long  ago 

did'st  read, 
And  fancies  throng  into  the  mind  and  shut  within  a  .  .  . 
Old  book,  old  treasure,  more  than  a  book  to  me  you  are,  to  me  you 

give 
For  one  bright  moment  the  bright  light  of  the  sun! 
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AND  IS  IT  POSSIBLE? 

I 

And  is  it  possible  that  love  should  cease? 

And  is  it  true  that  soon  this  heart  will  be  at  peace? 

Is  there  no  link  that  binds  two  hearts  in  one, 

Some  link  unseen  of  sympathy  that  cannot  be  undone? 

II 

Shall  my  head  rest  in  peace  at  last 
Under  the  green  earth,  unrecking  of  the  past? 
And  will  that  hand  no  flower  in  blessing  bring, 
Shall  I  be  left  alone,  a  dead,  forgotten  thing? 

Ill 

The  sky  shall  be  blue  in  summer,  and  in  the  winter  gray. 
The  light  melts  into  red  sunset,  o'er  the  mountains  far  away. 
Around  the  chestnut  tops  shall  caw  the  rooks. 
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WHEN  THE  GLOOM  COMES  ON 

When  the  gloom  comes  on  and  shadows  fall, 

And  all  grows  dark  and  dim,  and  owls  do  call. 

When  in  the  dreariness  of  dullness  I  sit  and  gaze 

Into  the  burning  fire,  your  face  I  watch  among  the  blaze; 

Two  flames  that  round  the  log  do  leap  and  kiss 

In  fury — 

With  eyes  that  sympathize  but  voice  for  ever  dumb! 

The  dogs  around  me  lie,  and  at  my  feet  do  cower 
Light  through  this  darkness  never  breaks. 
Voice  that  with  comfort  never  speaks! 
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WHERE  SHALL  THE  LOVING  DOVE? 

Where  shall  the  loving  dove  for  comfort  fly 
If  not  after  the  bright  love  lost? 
Round  the  nest  she  will  hover,  nigh 
To  the  vk'ood  in  which  she  left  it. 

II 

Where  shall  the  bright  dove  for  comfort  fly,  her  feathers  smirched 

and  soiled. 
In  search  of  the  love  that  is  lost,  if  not  to  the  nest  she  left  in  the 

happy  wood? 
Where  will  her  thoughts  turn  for  rest,  no  prey  of  wild  destiny. 
Knowing  only  one  road,  that  one  in  which  she  was  lost. 
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A  FLOWER  WITHERED 

I 

A  FLOWER  withered  by  the  summer  heat, 

A  feeble  reed  bending  in  the  wind, 

A  bubble  on  the  face  of  water — 

A  swift  thought  passing  through  the  mind. 

II 

A  shadow  as  of  a  spider's  web  so  faint, 
A  bird  cleaving  the  air  in  rapid  flight, 
A  leaf,  a  ship  sailing  o'er  life's  seas 
To  unknown  country,  lost  in  night. 

Ill 
A  point  that  cannot  be  divided,  a  dream  so  slight; 
The  dream  over,  comes  the  everlasting  night. 
Such  is  the  short  and  fitful  life  of  man, 

IV 

Oh  woe  on  me !  if  so,  so  short,  so  sad  is  life. 
Why  doth  ill  fate  decree  it  to  be  with  sorrow  rife? 
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WHAT  IS  LIFE? 
I 

What  is  life  ?    Ay,  that 's  the  theme 
Which  cumbers  many  a  dreary  ream. 

II 

Life  a  passing  jest,  a  sigh. 
Dying  echoless  away, 
A  shadow  in  a  phantom  company 
Which  afts  a  speftral  play. 

Ill 

How  silently  they  hie  them  by. 
The  ages  of  dead  men 
Who  thought  to  solve  the  mystery, 
Unsolved  now  as  then! 

IV 

In  Prophet  books  they  give  us  creeds 
And  systems  of  Philosophy, 
They  jested,  laughed  and  sighed,  then  died 
And  left  to  us  our  needs. 

V 

Seek  not  in  yellow  time-stained  pages 

This  Dead  Sea  fruit  of  ages; 

All  points  to  life. 

But  life  where  this  of  ours  is  shadow! 
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O  HOLY  SHEPHERD 

O  holy  Shepherd,  canst  thou  leave  thy  flock  in  this  dark  valley, 

bare  and  desolate, 
To  wail  in  solitude  and  tears,  the  absence  of  thy  sweetness  and  their 

high  estate, 
Whilst  thou,  cleaving  the  pure  air  which  hides  thee  from  their  sight, 
Risest  immortal  to  perfect  sanftity  ? 
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COME,  LOOK  THE  WINDOWS  OF  MY  SOUL 

WITHIN 


I 


Come,  look  the  windows  of  my  soul  within, 
'Tis  you  yourself,  you'll  find  therein 
Each  trick  of  eye,  each  curve  of  mouth. 

II 

Or  as  you  turned  uneasily  in  sleep, 
Aware  some  strange  thing  was  nestling  there. 
My  light  towards  your  lips  should  creep. 
And  float  athwart  your  hair ! 
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TO  THE  DUCHESS  OF  FRIAS 

AN  ORIGINAL  CHRISTMAS  OFFERING 
1904 

Shall  there  be  more  than  roses, 
Roses  red  and  roses  fine, 
Shall  I  gather  more  than  posies 
In  this  earthly  life  of  mine? 

Thou  shalt  gather — yes — the  roses, 
Wet  with  foam  of  salt  sea  brine, 
Of  phantom  flow'rs  shall  be  thy  posies 
In  this  earthly  life  of  thine. 

The  mystic  rose — oh  dost  thou  see  it 
Red  and  glowing  at  the  heart. 
The  mystic  rose — the  soul  gone  is  it 
When  charred  and  scorched  by  seraph's  dart  ? 

Thou  shalt  in  truth  see  roses  springing, 
Roses  of  wondrous  glow. 
Hear  silver  voices  faintly  singing 
Steal  down  to  thee  below. 

Shalt  feel  the  strange,  soft,  happy  flutterings. 
See  pearly  wings  of  moonshine  sheen, 
And  catch  low,  tender,  piteous  mutterings. 
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The  following  little  colleElion  of  proverbs  and  sayings  was 
written  on  the  top  margin  of  an  old  Spanish  Dictionary 
{Newman  and  Barettis)  bought  at  Portsmouth  in  1883, 
from  a  curious  old  bookseller  who  looked  like  a  Chinese 
Joss. 

That  kind  of  old  man  has  almost  disappeared  nowadays. 
Whether  we  ought  to  praise  God  for  his  disappearance  or 
not,  I  am  uncertain,  for  he  seemed  to  enjoy  a  sort  of  biblio- 
graphical succession  from  Goldsmith  and  Johnson. 

The  collection  of  sayings  and  proverbs  is  remarkable, 
because,  with  a  few  exceptions,  they  are  all  such  as  are 
in  use  in  Spain,  amongst  peasant  women.  They  were  not 
written  down  with  any  particular  design,  still  less  with  a 
view  to  being  printed. 

Some  are  taken  from  the  writings  of  Santa  Teresa;  some, 
I  think,  were  jotted  down  from  the  mouths  of  country 
women  in  the  writer  s  frequent  and  long  wanderings  about 
Spain,  especially  in  Old  and  New  Castile ;  but  perhaps 
the  best  were  culled  from  the  daily  speech  of  her  own 
faithful  servant  and  friend,  Peregrina  Collazo. 

As  she  was  a  Galician,  some  of  her  sayings  are  in  the 
dialed  of  her  province. 

Against  all  the  currency  of  her  mint  I  have  placed  the 
letter  P, 

R.  B.   CUNNINGHAME  GrAHAM. 


REFRANES 

Y  despues  de  padecer,  a  la  nada  que  dejaron,  tornardn. 

La  vida  tiene  compas,  y  la  honra,  nunca  jamas. 

Haz  lo  que  debas,  aunque  debas  lo  que  hayas. 

Primero  es  la  obligacion  que  la  devocion. 

Muchas  candelillas  hacen  un  cirio  pascual. 

Palabra  y  piedra  suelta,  no  tienen  vuelta. 

Cuando  no  hay  blanca,  todo  es  barranca. 

Coge  la  flor  que  hoy  nace,  alegre,  ufana, 
|j  Quien  sabe  si  otra  nacera  manana  ? 

Al  cabo  de  los  anos  mil,  vuelven  las  aguas  por  do  solian  ir. 

Quien  hienda  echa  en  la  coladera,  hienda  saca  de  ella. 

Nadie  va  a  abogado,  que  no  venga  consolado. — P. 

Quien  no  tiene  ruido,  compre  cochino. 

Quien  come  y  condexa,  dos  veces  pone  la  mesa. 

El  que  solo  se  come  su  gallo,  solo  se  ensilla  su  caballo. 
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El  mozo  y  el  gallo  un  ano. 

A  quien  le  duele  la  muela,  que  se  la  saque. 

Cuidados  agenos  matan  al  asno. 

La  pena  que  no  acaba  la  vida,  la  costumbre  de  padecerla,  la 
hace  facil. 

Quien  no  castiga  cuHto,  no  castiga  culazo. 

Ayer  putas,  y  hoy  comadres. 

For  un  ladron,  pierden  ciento  en  el  meson. 

Desde  que  vino  la  orden  de  echar  las  suegras  al  mar,  la  picara 
de  la  mia  estd  aprendiendo  a  nadar. 

Hijo  no  tenemos,  y  nombre  le  ponemos. 

Aquella  es  bien  casada,  que  no  tiene  suegra  ni  cunada. 

El  que  mucho  abarca,  poco  aprieta. — P.? 

Tirar  de  las  orejas  y  no  echar  sangre. 

MoHno  parado  no  gana  maquila. 

Adonde  esta  el  rey,  estd  la  corona. — P. 

A  padre  comerciante,  hijo  caballero  y  nieto  pordiosero. 

Cuando  el  rio  suena,  agua  lleva. 

La  muerte  del  asno  6  de  quien  le  aguija. 
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Cuanto  menos  hay,  mas  descuidada  estoy. — Santa  Teresa. 

j  Ay,  siempre  fue  la  ilusion,  mejor  que  la  realidad ! 

Una  vieja  y  un  candll  son  dos  demonios  en  casa. 
La  vieja  rona  y  rona  y  el  candil  gasta  la  grasa. — P. 

A  mucha  prisa,  gran  vagar. 

Al  demonio  se  le  enciende  una  vela. — P. 

Es  bien  tener  un  amigo,  aunque  sea  en  el  infierno. 

Honra  y  provecho  no  caben  en  un  saco. 

El  ultimo  mono  se  ahoga. 

Cuesta  mas  la  salsa  que  la  pimienta. — P. 

No  sea  tanta  cera  que  arda  la  iglesia. — P. 

Cansar  de  gastar  cera  con  ruines  difuntos. — P. 

Si  marina  bailo,  tome  lo  que  hallo. 

Come  poco  y  cena  mas ;  duerme  en  alto  y  viviras. 

Casaras  y  amansaras. 

Tres  cosas  echan  al  hombre  de  su  casa ;  el  humo,  la  gotera,  y 
la  muger  vocinglera. 

Quien  calla,  otorga. 

Al  buen  callar  llaman  santo. 
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For  mucho  madrugar,  no  amanece,  mas  aina. 
Marzo  ventoso  y  Abril  lluvioso,  sacan  d  Mayo  hermoso. 
Alazan  tostado,  mas  bien  muerto  que  cansado. 
Al  oir  misa  y  dar  cebada,  no  se  pierde  la  Jornada. 
Un  huevo,  y  ese  huero. 
Largo  parto  y  parir  hija. 

Grandes  muros  son  los  de  la  pobreza. — Santa  Teresa. 
Fiate  en  la  Virgen,  y  no  corras. 
El  lobo  dejara  los  dientes,  pero  no  las  mientes. 
La  raposa  muda  de  pelo,  pero  no  muda  de  condiciones. 
Quien  malos  manas  ha,  tarde  6  nunca  los  perdera. 
Genio  y  figura,  hasta  la  sepultura. 
Al  gusto  del  amo  se  cortan  las  cepas. — P. 
En  Febreiro,  merendeiro. — P. 

Entre  Santos  y  Natal,  6  ben  chover  6  ben  nevar. — P. 
De  do  sacan  y  no  ponen,  presto  al  hondon. 
El  que  mal  pleito  tiene;  a  barato  6  a  voces  le  tiene. 
De  tales  polvos,  tales  lodos. 
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Cuando  vieres    la  barba  de  tu  vecin  pelar,  echa  la  tuya  a 
remojar. 

A  la  muger  bailar,  y  al  asno  rebuznar,  el  diablo  se  lo  debio  de 
mostrar. 

A  reina  de  Portugal  meija  em  una  calabasiiia ;  valgate  Judas, 
a  reina  como  meijas  deretina. — P. 

La  primera  familia  que  vino  al  mundo,  fue  la  tia  Facunda  y 
el  tio  Facundo. 

El  que  pide  el  mal  a  su  vecino,  le  viene  el  del  per  el  camino. 

Un  dia  bo  en  Febreiro,  i  un  ladron  nocido. — P. 

Huesped  con  sol  ha  honor. 

Huevos  y  torr^znos,  la  merced  de  Dios. 

Del  arbol  caido  todos  hacen  lena. 

Buenos  dias,  Pero  Diaz ;  mas  quisiera  mis  blanquillas. 

Con  aguas  pasadas,  no  muele  molino. 

Donde  no  esta  su  dueno,  esta  su  duelo. 

Mas  cerca  estan  mis  clientes  que  mis  parientes. 

Hablen  cartas,  y  callen  barbas. 

El  sacristan  del  convento  dicen  que  no  tiene  amores.    Yo  dire 
que  si,  los  tiene  alia,  por  los  alrededores. 
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Las  monjas  del  convento  dicen  cantando,  entre  tanta  gallina 
no  haber  un  gallo. 

En  donde  no  hay  hombre  ni  aliento  de  buey,  no  hay  casa. 

Asomate  a  la  ventana  niiia  si  quieres  comprar  el  habito    de 
una  monja  que  no  quiso  profesar. 

Las  monjas  de  Santa  Clara  tienen  un  loro,  que  corre  del  coro 
al  cano,  del  cano  al  coro. — P. 

Las  monjas  en  el  convento,  cuando  toman  el  cafe,  todas  dicen 
a  la  tornera,  yo  quisiera  mas  te. — P. 

No  me  busque  en  mi  casa,  quien  me  puede  hallar  en    la 
plaza. 

Cabra  coja,  no  quiere  fiesta. 

A  dineros  pagados,  brazos  quebrados. 

No  se  toman  truchas,  a  brazas  enjutas. 

San  Juan  y  la  Magdalena  fueron  a  coger  melones. 
En  medio  del  melonar,  se  dieron  de  bofetones. 

Por  vida  de  Dios  seiiores,  en  el  cielo  no  hay  gobierno. 
San  Juan  tenia  una  novia  y  se  la  llevo  San  Pedro. 

En  boca  callada,  no  entra  mosca. 

Librete  de  perro  que  no  ladra  y  de  zorro  que  no  habla. 

Si  quieres  deste  mundo  gozar,  has  de  oir,  ver,  y  callar. 
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EI  polio  de  Enero,  a  San  Juan  es  comedero. 

Lo  mejor  de  los  dados  es  no  jugarlos. — P. 

Por  los  Santos  se  besan  las  piedras. — P. 

Tras  el  recibo  se  asienta  el  gasto. 

Noviembre;  dichoso  mes  que  entres  con  santos  y  sales  con 
San  Andres. 

Bajo  la  sombra  placida,  del  arbol  de  la  cruz. 

Por  la  boca  muere  el  pez. — P. 

El  que  hable  en  Roma,  luego  asoma. 

Palabra  en  boca,  piedra  en  honda. 

Mai  me  quieren  mi  comadres,  porque  digo  las  verdades. 

A  la  luna  de  Enero  te  he  comparado. 

Que  no  hay  luna  mas  clara  en  todo  el  aiio. — P. 

La  muger  honrada,  la  pierna  quebrada  y  en  casa. 

El  que  tiene  la  lengua  aguda,  tiene  la  costilla  dura. 

Y  todas  las  cosas  se  pasan,  las  memorias  se  acaban,  las  vidas 
no  vuelven,  las  lenguas  se  cansan. 

Persiles  y  Stgismunda  (Cervantes). 

Unos  tienen  ventura  y  otros  ventrada. 
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Quien    deja   el   camino   real   por   vereda,   piensa   atajar,   y 
arodea. 

Al  primer  tapon,  zurrapas. 

No  hay  peor  ladron,  que  el  de  casa. 

A  falta  de  buenos,  mi  marido  alcalde. 
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